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The Power of Beanty. 
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[‘ve but one poor Shilling, Ged knows, 




















‘ I. And yet am extreamly Dry. A 
Na fiow ry Myrtle Grove, Hang‘ t, I'lle‘en Step to the Rofe, | 1g 
(The Solitary Scene of Love,) When ‘tis gone, I'll grow Sober and Die. ; 
On Beds of Vi lets, all the Day, - ‘y 
The Charming Floriana lay ; if 
The little Cupids bover'd ta the Air, Lazra’s Walk. My 
They peep’d, and fmild, and thought theiy Afother | j 
(there ve I, 4 ¢ 
2. ; 
Phoebus delay’d his Courfe awhile, HE Sun, far funk in bis Defcent, i 
Crarm’d with the pe oh vid: a Smile, Latd now pis Tyrant Ka ays afide, 4 
O} the too 4 Hole. Day; . To oT viumpb over Nature's Pride, : 
| The little Cupids hover‘d in the Air, ; ff 
| ‘They peep’d, and Jmil‘d, and thought they Mothe Ii. | wh 
(th (Ve. . ‘ \ ‘ | 
; The Rofe-buds blufh'd with deeper dys, ae 
But thus the Nymph jeans to chide ; TH’ cavying Lillies paler grew : 4S ' 
“ That Eye, youowe the World be slide, I hs a wore with od * fry r 
* Tou fix on me: Then with a Frown auras Veins @ richer bicw. 4h 
She fent ber drooping Lover down ; 2 
With modeft Blufhes from the Grove “the fied, Ul. ae 
Painting the Evening with unufual Red, She floop’d, and gather'd as fhe went i 
] 5 | 6 > ’ e 
| o— But while fhe Staughter’d fweetly {mil’d ; } 
| So Angels, tho’ for Ruin fent, 7 
| The Unfortunate Beaw. Appear with Louks {erene and mild. i 
I. If, 
‘Af in Love, im Debt, and in Drink, : 
And yet in my Senfes too ; But now, grown weary with her Toil, ° 
A Miracle one wou'd tiink, She fits, and flow’ iA W reaths fhe frames > 
! bute Thee Thus with proud T Top! hies, made o’ th’ Spoil, | 
| ae ae fer Conquelt oer the Flow’rs proclaims. 4 f 
3. R ¥ ' f 
gp hers — tgs pilett Some Extepore Lines on the Execution 4 
Into which, likea Afad-man, Lrun of 7, fferys i ay RS gr 1 
Drein‘d all of their Coin that coutd Spare, , 
And am fenfible nom I'm undone. MW OOACOER ; and Meadows the Glats- * i 
gr inder ° a 
3° HE Man was hang’d that kil?d the Bird, } 
Since my Money began to be low, That oer the Meadows flew : 4 
My Love declines 2 igh FP But faith, L think, “twas very bard 
My Doxy‘s grora all bumor ur G £00, Jo hang the Meadows too. 
nd on me turns ber Aye. * ) 
4. Ona Parfonand a Thief. f ; 
' My L. andlady*s lo aks too ave gloomy, Pris’ner once to Execution lead, | 
sind of late She's fo wond*rous Quere, Sigh’d bitterly, and many Tears did {hed ; ‘Ef 
She fwears, tho [‘d--- ber till doomfday, The Parfon feein ¢ him, bid him be calm, 
She‘d not triit mea Pint of {mal} Bee’. Pluck up a Sloart. : pe brisk ly fing a Pia! tm. ' \ 


And 
















And faid, keep thy Faith whole, thy Sin’s forgtu’n, 
With Angels thou fhalt Feaft 'ere Night infleaun 
The Vhiet reply'd (making a pitteous Face ) 
i'drather, Sir, you'd go, and take my place, 
Wo, quoth the Prieft, this Day Lheep a katt, 
And therefore cannot Eat until “tis pajt, 





Toan 4frologer, who try’d by Rules 
of Arc to find whether he was a 
Cuckold. 


Tar-gazing Wreich ! thy fooleries give over ; 
Why dujt fearch Heav'n to prove thy Wife a 
(Whore, 
As the the Planets nothing bad to do, 
But to be Pimps for ber, and {pies for you ? 
She does ber work below, where Sol ne?er prics, 
Aad tho fhe be jo light, fhe cannot rife, 
Aad being skreen'd by Aden, Heav’ns vigilane 
(defies. 
Wihilft you, Blind Sot, if Venus but appear, 
Start back, and fancy ’tis your Confort there ; 
And if the Bull, or Ram, you chance to fpy, 
You think em your Retiedions prefently. 
Fool ! Gaze no more; for while you fearch the 
(Skies, 
Yiur Wife lies laughing at your Fooleries 3 
Look not taw’rd Heav’p, if you ber Crimes wowd 
(know, 
Look downward, and you'll fee em all below. 





For 
Madam Blowzabella Grea/y, 
at her Father’s Houfe, at the 
Sign of the Dripping: Pan and Gridiron 
inSt. Martin's le Granda, 
Thefe. 


My Dear Duck, 


HE Kitching Fire of your Eyes bas fo long roafted 

my Soul, that unlefs yous will eondefcend 16 bafte me 

with your Affection, J fhalt be burnt so 4 Cinders the 
Thoughts of your Unkindnels, makes my Eyes boil over 
dike @ Dot, and my Cheeks continually dripping like unto a 
Goofe, Huw long muft 1 turn upon the Spit of your Dif 
dain ? Be larded all over with your ten thoufand Cruelsies, 
which is worfe than if you cut and ftab'd my Breaft with 
al the Knives and Forks im your Houfe ? How willingly 
would | offer a Leg or an Arm to your great Chopper, pro- 


vided I might put my Sop iuto your Dripping-Pan ? Bus 
that isa Dih, my Dear, which 7 flall never be fo bappy as 





whole Joynt of your Love, defgning to fail to, and fartsfy bis 
craving Appetite, not caring whetber it be ferv'd up with 
cican Linnen cr nots yes, “sis doubtless fo, and’tis for thit 
keafon ¢ cannot have 4 Six-Penny Cut of itr, ob! thar thoy 
wouldejt bus begin to fet thy own Heare upen the Fire, /o 
Loil aud Stew it in she Water of Compaifion, ’ril! is be. 
comes as tender as a Chick, ther: might I kope zo aljwaye my 
hunger 5 for (and tho’ {kave no Squeamifh Stomach) x- 
thing but thy Lamb's Fears will down. J wart nos thofe ufunt 
Provocetives, Salt, Vineager, or Pepper, fo, Prithee, 
ferve is up, and let us fabio immediately. but, Ob! shox 
art Deaf, and will rot bear! Tkow art Deafer than on 
Andtron, and regard'/t my Complaints no mere than the 
hiffing of a trying, Pan! Thy Difdain bangs as Leavy on my 
Soul, as tbe great Jack Weight ! And by degrees ¢ po down, 
and thy kind Hand takes care to wind me up again. Whar 
frall 1 do? What fhall 1 fayto my Deareft, Biowzabella 2 
det me reak about inthe jilent Embers of my Memory + (kim 
up every my brightett Pboaghe, that J may fay fomething to, 
and fomething Worthy Her. Let me tell ker, 1am one who 
feeds heartily, and owe that can as well ditpence wi. ¢ 
Shoulder of Mutton, as fome other ¢an with wwelve P-ony 
worth of Beef and Cabbage : And upon that account. .ve 
ovrained tomy felf a {weet and {avoury Reputation: A °e. 
putation, which time cannot taint, which will continue én ps 
purity, tho’ blown on by all the Twrd Flies of the Town : For 
whith Reafon 1am well refpecded, and receiv'd by the Trotter 
Wives, and Tripe Women in Field-Lane. Seyeral Nymphs 
thereabouts, have earnefily defired to have been fared 10 me, 
Bus 1 would not, could not bear, rejerving my felf for thee, 
my Duck, shas fwim’lt and paddles in the Afetions 


of your 


Admirer, and Devoted 


Humble Servant, 





TIMOTHY GREEDY 








Advertifement. 


LL Gentlemen, Ladies, ©¢. who have any Ori- 

ginal Copies of Veries, Heroical, Humourous, Gale 
lant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Receipes, 
Songs, Prologues or Epilogues, Oc. prover to infert 
in this Paper; are detir’d to fend ‘em to Goddard's 
Coffee-Houfe in Nem-Street near Fetterelanc, or to B, 
Eragg, the Publijher, atthe Raven in TD ater-Nofier-Row, 
and they'll very much oblige the Anthor, who will 
faithfully Infert ’em, and carefully Correct ‘em. 


Lately Publifk’d, 

Ijvelanea Sacra, Vol. 2. or, a Curious Colle&tion 

of Poems on Divine and Moral Subje&ts, being, 
chietly Original, and written by the Famous Mr, Norru’ 
Mr. Prior, Mr. Yalden, Mr. Baker, che late Lord Rof- 
common, and feveral other Celebrated Anrhours- 
Colleéted by Sam. Phillips Gent, lat@ of St. Fakn’s Col- 
lege Oxon. Printed for, and Sold by Tho. Hod/on, ove: 
againft Grays Jun in Aolbourn, and B, Bragg the Pub 


to Tafte of! Some other Perjon, doubslefs, bas befpoken the lifher. Price One Shilling. 
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Printed for, and Sold by B. Bragg, at 


DON: 


the Ravewin Pater-Nolier-Ron 
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